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Fine Wine and Worn Flannel 


Author's Notes: 
This story takes place on the same day as \"Old Whisky and Warm Leather,\" later in the evening. Based on 
another idea from coldlikedeath. 


Its been dark for about four hours by the time | turn off the television in the living room, and the wind is 
making the windowpanes shudder against their frames. | look outside, and in the dim glow of our security 
lighting | can barely see the waves of Lake Ontario getting whipped into mini whitecaps against the rocks. We 
used to have a dock, but then some overzealous (not to mention intoxicated) fans decided to pay us a surprise 
two am. visit via motorboat, so we had it taken out. 


There's no moon tonight to speak of, at least none that can be seen through the dense cloud cover, and it's 
gotten considerably colder since this afternoon. As much enjoyment as | got out of the past week, I'm thankful 
that I'm done with my trip and safe at home. Of course, the weather isn't the only reason I'm happy to be 


home.. 


| leave the living room and walk across the foyer to the den. | pause just outside, and even through the heavy 


oak doors | can hear Geddy yelling at the television. 
"Oh, come on! He was out by a mile! Christ!" 


| can't help but smile. His team isn't even in the series, but he's still been glued to the games like he was 
scheduled to pitch in them. | never thought I'd be someone who needed or even wanted multiple televisions in 
the house, but the second set in the den has been vital to preserving domestic tranquility in the face of 
baseball season, and the set in the bedroom has been useful for the viewing of "inspirational" films from time 
to time. 


| knock and enter the room. He's curled up in a corner of the big leather couch, a glass of something dark red 
and expensive on the end table next to him. Our two dogs, Barnaby and Philomena, are on the couch as well, 
lying across his feet and legs. I'm not naturally much of a pet person, but | find myself utterly at the mercy 
of an animal lover, so a pet person | have become. Still, the dogs pretty much ignore me and follow him around 
worshipfully, which is just fine. 


He looks up when he hears me come in the room and smiles. He's wearing a pine green shirt that turns his 
eyes a clear, glowing green like backlit jade, a pair of well-worn black and green flannel pajama pants, and grey 
socks. | cross over to where he's sitting, and, standing behind the couch, | massage his shoulders. 

He sighs in appreciation "Mmm, that feels really good." 

"Feels good to do it” We're quiet for a moment. "Temperature's dropping.’ 

"Yeah, | know. It's freezing in here! Thank god for the fleabags, or | would have died of hypothermia by now!" 
He grins and fondly rubs a spot behind Philomena's ears, and the dog gazes up at him with the kind of love and 
adoration that's usually only seen on the faces of heroines on the cover of romance novels. Barnaby looks on 
longingly, whimpering until he gets a pat of his own 


"Do you want to turn on the furnace, or would you like me to start a fire?" 


"Ohhh, a fire sounds wonderful. I'll go get the blankets and stuff." He turns off the television, then stands and 


stretches. 
"You can finish watching your game, if you want." 


"Game? What game? That was no game, that was a massacre. Besides, what do | care? The Jays aren't even 


playing.” 
"What about your fantasy team?" 


He fixes me with an icy glare, arching one eyebrow. "I'd thank you not to bring up unpleasant subjects, Neil" He 


tosses his hair and mock-flounces out of the room, the dogs close at his heels. 


| watch him, enjoying the view as he retreats through the door, then turn my attention to the fireplace on 
the opposite side of the room. We haven't used it in about six months, so first | make sure the flue's open, 
then | clear some of the excess ash into the trapdoor in the floor. | check to make sure our firewood's dry 
enough, and I'm stacking it in the grate when Geddy comes through the door with an armful of quilts and 
pillows, a bottle of my favorite scotch in one hand and a short tumbler in the other. He turns as he enters 
the room, nudging the dogs with his foot. 


"C'mon, get out! Leave us alone a minute, willya? Go hump some furniture or something." He pivots and shuts 
the door with his hip, leaving the dogs whining in the foyer, then deposits the blankets and such in the middle 
of the floor and sets about making a sort of nest for us to lie in while | light the kindling and set the wood 


ablaze. 


By the time | turn back to him the little pallet is all set up, cozy and cushioned, with plenty of pillows for our 
heads at one end. | know my place, so | settle down at the side of the nest furthest from the fire. Geddy 
refills his glass and pours me a scotch, then sits down in front of me and puts the glasses on the floor near 
where | lay. He removes his eyeglasses, folds them and places them next to our beverages. Finally, he lays 


down and curls into my arms. 


| embrace him tightly and kiss the back of his head, breathing in the scent of shampoo from his still damp- 
from-the-shower hair. He sighs contentedly and grasps my hand in his, then speaks: 


"| missed you, but l'm happy you had fun this week" 

"Well, thank you. It wasn't always fun, but it was always interesting” 

"Im glad that you have Michael and Brutus to go with you. I'd be scared for you to go alone.” 
"You're welcome to join us anytime you want, or you and | could go together, just the two of us” 


"Thanks, but no thanks. I'd much rather have four wheels and an airbag between me and the asphalt at those 
speeds." 


"Okay, but you know the offer stands." 


We lapse into a comfortable silence, watching the fire pop and sizzle. Holding him close, | can feel the lines of 
his body through the fabric of his pajamas; solid, wiry muscle wrapped in cottony softness. He's a sight to 
behold in tight denim, but | think | like him best like this -- cozy, comfortable, touchable. I've never told him, 
because | think he might not appreciate the comparison, but at times he reminds me of a small, furry 


woodland creature; a rabbit, a fox, maybe a woodchuck. 


Extricating my hand from his, | stroke his hair and he makes a little noise that | swear sounds like a purr. | 


move my hand downward to rub his abdomen and he wiggles a bit and presses his body closer to mine. 


"Sleepy?" 

"Hmmn, | don't know about sleepy." He takes my hand and moves it south a few centimeters. Oh 

Early in our relationship, | found Geddy's sex drive exhausting. Over the years, though, I've come to see his 
responsiveness to my touch not as a demand, but as a gift unconditionally offered. | take him up on his offer 
frequently. | take him up on his offer now. 


| move away from him and help him roll over onto his back 


"First of all, let's get rid of these." | pull his shirt up over his head, then take off his pants and socks, leaving 
him naked and beautiful in the firelight. 


I'm gonna get cold,” he says, half-teasingly, half-chidingly. 

"You won't be cold for long, | promise." 

| nip at his neck, earning me an encouraging moan. | kiss along the ridge of his collarbone, then follow his 
sternum down, eliciting quiet giggles as | nibble at his ticklish belly. | tease him for a bit, hovering below his 
navel, until finally he grasps my head and gently but firmly directs my attention where he wants it. 

| take him into my mouth. He groans and thrusts upward, and | gag slightly. Even after all this time, I'm still 
not expert at fellatio, and | can't say that | love to do it. What | do love, though, is the pleasure it gives him. | 
do my best in my clumsy way, and soon he's gasping and pulling at my hair. I'm preparing to swallow when | 
hear him panting my name. 

"Neil.. Neil.. Fuck! Stop, stop..." 

"What? Was | that bad?" 

"No... | just.. Want you..” 


"Want me to what?" 


He grunts in frustration, and then | get the picture. "Oh! Sex, well.. | wasn't planning on it, but if you insist... But, 


um, my back is hurting me from my bike." 
He smiles slyly. "Don't worry, I'll do all the work" 
He pulls at my shoulders, and | boost myself up until I'm level with him once again. He never breaks eye 


contact with me as he strips my clothes off, throwing them piece by piece across the room as he does. He's a 


bit dramatic. 


We maneuver a bit, and now I'm on my back and he's sitting on my pelvis, smiling down at me predatorily. He 
lunges in for a sudden, bordeaux-flavored kiss. | don't know very much about wine, but my favorite vintage is 
always whichever one | can taste on his lips. We stay that way for a while, and by the time we part, l'm 
thoroughly aroused. 


He gazes at me a moment through eyes turned nearly black with desire, then pokes around under the 


comforter and produces a small bottle of lube. He holds it up, beaming proudly. 
"| grabbed this when | got the blankets. Aren't | prepared?" 

"A regular Boy Scout" 

"| think they might reject me for various reasons." 


He kisses me again, quickly, then moves a bit further down my body. Once he's in the position he wants, he 
squirts some lubricant into his palm, then reaches behind himself and grabs my erection He works his hand up 
and down, the friction drawing a moan from my lips. When I'm completely slick, he takes a deep breath and 


carefully lowers himself onto me. 


He lets the breath out slowly and sits there for a moment, giving us both a chance to acclimate. He then 
begins to rock back and forth, one hand on my hip, the other hand reaching to stroke himself in time with his 


movement. 


| have to admit that | told a small fib. My back does hurt from a week of riding my motorcycle, but not 
prohibitively so. | exaggerated my pain because | was hoping to see this very sight: my dearest love, the 
orange glow of the firelight flickering across his body as he pleasures us both. his lips are slightly parted and 


his eyes are wide and wild, a bright flush shining on his angular cheekbones as he rides me. 


His rhythm, initially slow, speeds up as our shared desire nears its peak. The movement of his hand is a near 
blur, and our mingled sounds of pleasure fill the air. Instinctively, my hips begin to move to meet his, and our 
motions become less coordinated and more desperate. His eyes clench shut as his head goes back and his 
moans become cries. | can't hold back, and | grip his pelvis tightly and thrust into him as deep as | can, feeling 
myself spill inside of him. His thighs squeeze my sides hard as he sobs loudly and bends forward sharply at 
the waist, and | feel the wet heat of his climax splatter against my chest and stomach. 


Exhausted, he collapses atop me and lays there a moment, trembling. | hold him and stroke his back until he 
rises slightly and rolls off of me and onto the blankets. He winces and lets out a slight hiss as he straightens 
out his bad knee. 

"Are you okay?" | ask, suddenly feeling guilty that | played up my backache. 


"Yeah, yeah, fine. It's just a little stiff. Totally worth it" He flexes his knee a few times and then straightens 


his leg, grimacing as he does. Old guy sex ain't for sissies. | take a corner of one of the comforters and clean 
both of us off as best as | can, then make a mental note to wash the linens before we have any houseguests. 


He props himself up on an elbow and grabs his wineglass. "Hey, look, didn't spill a drop!" 
"Now that's talent." 


He turns so that he's sitting facing the fire with his back leaning up against me. He hands me the glass of 


scotch and raises his wineglass to me in a silent toast. We drink for a while, then he speaks. 
"Should | let the dogs back in now?" 


"Not while I'm naked. Phil would probably castrate me in an attempt to usurp my place and become your canine 


bride." 

He grins toothily. "She loves me." 

"She's not the only one." 

"Yeah, Barnaby does, too." | give him a gentle swat as he laughs. He turns his head to look at me. 

"Pratt, did | tell you how much | missed you while you were gone?" 

| smile and play with a lock of his hair. "Only about a hundred times. Did | tell you how much | missed your" 
"No, but between this afternoon and tonight, I'm getting an idea" 

"Hm, well, | missed you as much as you think | did, and even more." 

"Wow, that's a lot.. | must be quite a guy" 

"That you are, my dear, that you are." 


He scoots down a bit to rest his head on my ribcage, and as we listen to the roar of the fire and the wail of 


the wind, | know that I'm home once again. 


